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I am still not sure how it all happened.  The details are clear, certainly, but the progression is still rather strange and unexpected.  I had noticed this particular student right from the start, and mostly because I can spot a troublemaker from a mile away.

I had been teaching in the nearby university for several years and quite enjoyed it.  The students were surprisingly well behaved over all, although occasionally you did get the problem student.  It was normally a cheerleader that thought she was too good for Algebra or a football player who thought they could sleep through Physics.

And as soon as this particular student strolled into my classroom, I knew we were headed for trouble.  She owned the room from the moment she opened the door on that first day.  All eyes were on her, and she breathed it in like oxygen.  The tight skimpy sundress was a dead giveaway and the way she swung that curtain of auburn hair just screamed that she wanted the attention.

She sauntered across the room and took a seat in the middle of the front row.  I just stared at her in disbelief.  I pride myself on maintaining a professional air when I teach and somehow this twenty-one year old bimbo seemed determined to steal everything.  Her deep green eyes stared right at me, and I swear she puckered her full pink lips intentionally.

I felt my face flush, and I turned towards the table to gather the papers I intended to hand out.  As I made my way up and down the rows to distribute the syllabi and reading lists, I could feel her eyes tracking me.  It was an odd feeling as the instructor.

I saved her row for last, and when I laid the papers on her desk, she ran the tip of her tongue over her bottom lip and winked at me.  I was glad she was facing me so that no one else could see the exchange.  It left my rattled, with a flushed face and a pounding heart.  And I had no idea why.

She showed up to each class period wearing something very similar to that first day, and always sat in the front row.  Sometimes when I was lecturing, she would even make an exaggerated motion to uncross her legs so that I could almost see up her short flouncy skirt.  It was completely inappropriate, but I could not go anything.  If I reported her for the behavior, I would be admitting that I was looking.  And the glint in her eye told me that she knew exactly what was going through my mind.

I was able to strategically avoid any personal contact, by skating out of the classroom ahead of the crowd and disappearing before she could track me down.  I had a nagging suspicion that I would not get away with that for long, and about a month into the semester, she caught up with me.

“Hi, Professor,” she had sneaked up behind me, and her voice sounded as silky as her skin looked.

“H-H-Hello Danielle,” I greeted her professionally and politely.  I did not need her running to the dean and complaining that I had ignored a student.

When she cocked her head to the side and twirled a strand of hair on her finger, I realized that we were in a small side hallway and alone.

“I was wondering,” she was almost whispering as she trailed a finger over the spaghetti strap of her tank top, “when are your office hours?”

I had to lean forward to hear her, and I suddenly realized that it looked as though I was peering down the front of her top.  I snapped up straight, and when I caught her eyes, she was grinning wickedly.

“They are printed on the syllabus, Danielle,” I tried to stay calm.

“I think I’m going to need a lot of help this semester, Professor,” she batted her eyelashes at me intentionally.

“I am happy to assist any of my students,” I hoped my face was not as flushed as it felt.

“Good to know,” she winked at me and spun on her heels.

The tight denim skirt outlined her perfect heart-shaped ass, and she swayed down the hall and around the corner knowingly.  I waited a good minute before trailing after her so that she was long gone.  When I rounded the same corner, I realized that she was leaning up against the wall waiting for me.  With another wink, she disappeared into her next classroom.

The next week, she showed up at my office for the first time.  The button-down shirt was at least one size too small and had one too many buttons unfastened.  Luckily I was seated at my desk and with her standing, she was over me instead of the other way around.  Her khaki shorts stopped just below the round curve of her ass, and when she turned away to select a chair, she made sure to bend over from the waist to accentuate everything.

She finally took a seat and crossed her long tanned legs so that her shorts rode up even higher and her flip-flop dangled loosely from her toes.

I was completely distracted by her body and her display of it, and I was a straight woman.  I cannot even imagine what the poor college boys did around her.  I imagine that the football players licked it up, and the chess players just tripped over their own tongues.

“Professor?”

“Yes?  How can I help you, Danielle?”

“I was wondering,” her fingers were trailing along the plunging neckline of her top, “do you offer private tutoring?”

“Well, I’m available to help, but I don’t know about tutoring specifically.”

“I just don’t understand some of the readings,” she pushed out her lower lip in a provocative pout.

“What don’t you understand?” I was trying desperately to keep the conversation educational in nature.

“Why aren’t there any good hot women in these books?”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“They all talk about these sexy masculine men, but the women are all meek and mild and horrid.  Where are the good sexy women?”

****

“Danielle, I’m afraid I don’t understand.  What exactly is your question?” I was afraid of where she was going.

“There aren’t any modern women in these old books,” she complained, flipping her hair over her shoulder.

I laughed, “Because they are old books, and the authors wrote about the women they knew.”

She huffed her irritation and bent over to gather her things.  She made sure to stay bent over long enough for my eyes to catch a generous peek at her ample cleavage.  When she peeked up at me through thick dark lashes, she grinned because she caught me staring.

“Well, Professor,” she giggled, “I’ll catch you next time.”

I think she swayed her ass intentionally as she sauntered out of my office.  I dabbed at my damp forehead and sighed.  She was a strange one.

The next day we had class again, and she took up her favorite seat directly in front of the table where I stood to lecture.  She was wearing a short flouncy skirt and a tight tank top, and she made sure that she lingered in every suggestive position throughout the class.  She bent over, she crossed and uncrossed her legs, her fingertips played with the spaghetti straps of her top.

When class was over, she lingered long enough with her belongings so that we were the only two left.

“Professor?” her sultry voice had a sing-song quality to it.

“Yes, Danielle?”

“I was wondering, could we finish our discussion now?”

“Well, I don’t have office hours just now, but maybe later,” I tried to deflect her professionally.

“Ok, I’ll swing by then,” with a wink and a flounce she was out the door.

I headed to the cafeteria for lunch and immediately spotted her in the corner surrounded by drooling boys.  She giggled and stroked their arms and flipped her hair.  It was nearly impossible not to see the straining erections in the boys’ jeans as she taunted them.

“She’s really something else,” a familiar voice sounded above my head.

I turned to see a colleague of mine, “Yeah, she’s a handful.  I have her in one of my classes.”

“Does she always distract like that?” the other professor sat down.

“Yeah, it seems so.”

He nodded, “Interesting.  I’ll bet she just a tease, though.”

My surprised laughter burst out, “What?”

“You know, just a tease.  Always promising everything, but never delivering.”

“Mike!  She’s a student!”

He chuckled, “I know, but you have to wonder…  We are surrounded by these impossibly young and sexy college kids every day.  How can you not wonder about things like that?”

I tapped my fingernails on the table, “Oh we wonder, we just don’t talk about it.”

He laughed again, “Fair enough.”

We ate our turkey sandwiches and discussed the upcoming fall break.  Neither of us had any real plans, but it was nice to have a few days off regardless.  I checked my watch and sighed.

“What is it?” Mike was curious as he popped his last potato chip in his mouth.

“Office hours,” I mumbled.

“Ah, they are a pain.  Good luck and may no one come to see you!”

I laughed, “Thanks, I think!”

I headed off to my office and was painfully aware that Danielle had alerted to my movement and peeled away from the gawking boys.  She followed me at a safe distance, and I tried not to hurry or squirm under her watchful eyes.

By the time I reached my office door, she was right behind me, almost pressed against me.  I could smell her light powdery perfume, and her breath was warm on the back of my neck.

“Professor?” she whispered.

“Yes, Danielle?” I tried not to let my voice shake.

“You gonna unlock that door or just stand here in the hall with me against your ass?”

I nearly dropped the key, but I felt that ‘prison rules’ applied and was grateful not to have to bend over.  I finally got the door unlocked, and she was right behind me as I entered.

“Danielle,” I began crisply, “I don’t believe—”

She cut me off abruptly, “Let me guess, you don’t think I’m acting appropriately.”

I nodded, “Something like that.”

“Well, did you see all of those hot football players in the lunchroom with me?”

“Yes…” I answered cautiously.

“Would you believe I am not interested in a single one of them?”

“No?” I was confused.

“No, I’m interested in women.”

“Ah, I see,” I took a seat behind my desk as a shield.

“And Professor?  I’m interested in you.”

I stared at the curvy young woman batting her eyelashes at me, and my heart pounded in my chest.  Either way, I address this issue, I could get fired.

She slowly got up from the chair and intentionally strolled towards me, swaying her hips and making her tits bounce with each step.  She perched on the edge of my desk with her legs crossed, and I could see the entire length of her smooth skin, all the way up to the lower curve of her ass.

“And Professor?” she bent over conspiratorially.

“Y-Yes?”

“I think you’re interested in me too.”

I stared up at her, just blinking silently as her full breasts stared back at me.  With a grin, she hopped down from my desk and slowly stalked around to my side.  She wriggled between me and the desk and leaned backwards, thrusting her chest in the air towards me.

“D- Danielle?” my voice caught in my throat.

“Yes, Professor?”

“Wh-Wh-What are you doing?”

She leaned forward, rested both hands on the back of my chair, and brushed her lips against my ear.  I shivered at her touch, and she left a slow trail of faint kisses over my cheek and across my jawline.  She paused with her lips just millimeters from mine, and I stared into her emerald eyes.  And as the pure sexuality of her washed around me, I could not come up with one single reason to push her away.

****

I held my breath as Danielle watched me, and she slowly closed the distance between us until I felt her warm lips against mine.  They were softer than any other lips I had ever felt, but there was urgency in the kiss itself.  She wanted me to respond, and she wanted me to like it.

My body felt flush and overheated as her tongue tickled my lower lip.  I was still frozen to my chair with my hands in my lap as she kissed me.  I sighed softly, and she (correctly) took that as my approval for what was happening.

Danielle threaded one hand through my hair and held my face to hers.  With her other hand still braced on the back of my chair, she slowly sat down until she was straddling my lap.  Her full breasts pressed against mine firmly, and she pulled away from my lips.

While staring directly into my eyes, she picked up both of my hands and placed them on her waist.

“Professor, I won’t bite.  Well, not until you ask me to,” she smiled, a little less cocky but still full of arrogance.

Her body was soft yet firm, and warm under my hands.  The tank top was stretched tightly over her large tits and the way she was sitting, they were right in front of my eyes.  Her flouncy little skirt was spread out over both of our laps, and I was trying not to think about the fact that her panties were directly on top of my slacks.

I slid my hands from her waist around to her lower back, and she leaned forward into me.  This time, when she kissed me, it felt less forced.  Her body was pressed against mine, and I let her tongue plunder my mouth.  She tasted like strawberries and peppermint, and it was addictive.

Her hips were rolling back and forth on my lap as my hands slipped lower to her ass.  She gasped slightly when I pressed her down against my leg, and I let her rub herself against me.  She felt amazing against me, like nothing I had ever felt before.  She was soft yet taut, gentle yet persuasive, eager yet shy.

My eyes drifted down to the cleavage in front of me, and she followed my gaze.

“It’s okay, touch them,” she encouraged me with a grin.

I brushed my fingertips against the outer curve of one of them, and she sighed.  They yielded to my touch yet kept their firmness.  I moved my other hand and lightly cupped both of them.  My thumbs brushed against the peaks under the thin cotton, and she gasped and arched her back.  I pinched both of the nubs firmly, and she pulled away.

I must have looked worried because she shook her head and me and with a dramatic flourish, pulled the tank top over her head and tossed it on my desk.  Her tits were even larger than I imagined, and they bounced slightly when they were freed from their clothing.  The flesh was smooth and tan with tight pink nipples in the centers.  I had never seen tits up close like that, but as she sat there proudly, I could not help but touch.

Her flesh was warm when I wrapped my hands around them, and she was smiling at my amazement.  I brushed my thumbs against her nipples again.  They felt rubbery and hard like mine get.

“Harder,” she sighed.

I pinched them, rolling my fingers back and forth and pulling slightly.  She covered my hands with hers and pressed my fingers into her own flesh roughly.  As we both grabbed her tits, she kissed me again.  Not soft and gentle, but hard and demanding.  Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth, tracing along the lines of my teeth.

Suddenly she pulled away, leaving me panting and wanting more even though I did not know exactly what I wanted.  I gave her a confused look when she stood up but gasped when she pried my thighs apart and crouched down to the floor.

With nimble fingers, she unbuttoned and unzipped my slacks and managed to wriggle them down and off until I was left in nothing but my blouse and my satin panties.  Her lips were hot and ready as she kissed her way up my thigh.  When her fingers grazed against my panties, I was surprised to realize that they were slippery against my smooth skin.

“Professor?”

“Uh huh?” I was lost in a haze of lust for my student.

“I think you like this,” she was grinning wickedly up at me.

I nodded, distrusting my own voice.

She straightened up and pushed my blouse up and over my head.  She ooo-ed and ahh-ed over my perky little tits in their satin bra, and made quick work of the front clasp.  When her warm mouth closed over one of my tight little nipples, I gasped and arched into her touch.  Her tongue teased the sensitive nub until I was writhing in my chair.  She tormented the other one just as much, letting her fingers trail casually up and down the wet spot on my panties.

I tried to press myself harder against her fingers, but she pulled away, keeping the caress light and teasing.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as she tormented me.

She finally hooked her fingers into the strings at my hips and slowly pulled my panties down my legs.  Her eyes gleamed when she saw the wetness on my shaved skin, and she trailed her tongue up my inner thigh towards my aching pussy.

She pressed her lips to me, kissing me lightly and driving me crazy.  Butterfly kisses all over my pussy until I was squirming and panting.  My nails dug into the cushion of the chair as I tried to control myself.  Just when I thought I had had enough, her tongue dove between my plump lips to taste.

The hot velvet of her tongue against my flesh sent the last of my senses spiraling out of control.  She lifted my legs to her shoulders and circled my clit with just the tip of her tongue.  Slow tormenting circles that drove me mad with desire.

“Danielle,” I moaned as my hand wound through her long hair.

The circling got faster and harder as she centered on my swollen clit.  Faster and harder with each pass until I was ready to boil over with need.  I needed to cum, and I needed her to make me cum.

She kept circling and teasing me, it was exquisite torture.  This ripe young student knew exactly what she was doing.  When she slipped two fingers deep inside my slippery pussy, I bucked on the chair and exploded.  I screamed her name and pulled her face into my body for more.  Her tongue never let up, and as my climax crested, I felt the next one.  I rode the wave of her plunging fingers until I exploded again.  White hot stars burst behind my eyelids, and I dug my nails into her scalp.

As she eased me down, I felt hot and faint and woozy.  She slowly slipped her fingers out of me, and licked them clean of my juices.

“Sweet geezus,” I breathed.

She chuckled, “You okay Professor?”

I nodded limply as she rested her cheek on my heaving chest.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I was eager to please her just as much.

In a flash, she was straddling my lap again and guiding my hand to her slick pussy.  That damn clit-tease was not even wearing panties.  My fingers slid around in her wetness, and I loved the way she felt.  Her clit was swollen and hot as I rubbed it and when the tip of my finger slipped inside, it felt like a tunnel of hot wet satin.

“Further,” she gasped, trying to push my fingers deeper inside.

I slid them in further until I found what she wanted me to find.  There was a raised area towards the back and against the upper wall.  When I rubbed there, she bucked hard against my hand.  I rubbed hard circles against that spot and loved watching her body twist and grind against me.  Her tits were bouncing against my cheek, and I turned my head to catch one of the nipples.  When I closed my lips tightly around it, she gasped and shivered.  I lightly grazed her thick clit with my thumb, and she moaned for me with every touch.  Her body was taut and quivering with need.

I so badly wanted to tease her and to satisfy her at the same time.  Suddenly I released her nipple and withdrew my hand.

“Professor?” she gasped, her body trembling with the nearness of her orgasm.

“Sit up there,” I pointed to the flat surface of my desk.

She looked confused, but the lust won out, and she scrambled to the desk.  She sat on the edge with her legs slightly apart, and I stood up to wriggle my hips in between her thighs.  When I crouched down, her face lit up, and she locked her ankles around my upper back.

She smelled sweet and musky, and as I kissed up her inner thighs, it grew stronger.  Her sweet young pussy was shaved smooth and plump and opening to me.  I could see the wetness glistening and her swollen clit begged for my tongue.

I ran my tongue up the length of her, feeling her hot slippery pussy for the first time.  She tasted even better than she looked and I spiraled my tongue over every inch except for her clit.  She was quivering and shaking, trying to angle herself towards my tongue.  She kept twisting her hips towards my tongue, but I nimbly avoided her clit intentionally.

When I finally closed my lips tightly around her clit, she bucked and pressed herself into my mouth.  With my tongue mimicking the movements of hers and my fingers back inside her against that raised patch, I concentrated on every gasp and wriggle and shudder.  With her clit caught between my lips, I flicked my tongue across the taut surface.  Her tummy started to quake, and I pressed my tongue harder against her clit.  Suddenly her whole body went tense and then it exploded into wetness and movement and screaming.

Her hands on my head pulled my face in tightly, and she locked her legs around my neck.

“Oh God, oh God, oh shit,” she mumbled as she tossed and writhed.

Finally, she pushed my face away and tugged on my arm to get me to stand.

“You little liar,” she gasped breathlessly.

“What?  I never…”

“You’ve done that before,” she accused softly.

I laughed, “Nope, never tasted another pussy before in my life.”

“Well fuck me, you’re a natural,” she laughed.

I kissed her hard, and our tastes mingled on our tongues.  Together we were sweet and musky and savory and tangy.  It was a wine I could have drunk all night.  She sighed into my mouth, and I clasped her close to me.

“So I did okay?” I was suddenly nervous with what appeared to be a very experienced young woman.

“Oh sweetness, yes.  Boys don’t know how to do it at all,” she laughed, “and girls my age are still learning.  You lick like a pro.”

“Thanks, I think,” I laughed, “But… boys?”

“Well, I dated a couple of guys in high school and learned very quickly that I liked the cheerleaders better than the football players.  When the football players got wind of what was happening in those cheerleader hotel rooms, you can bet your sweet ass they jerked off to it, though.  Tits and pussies are so much more fun than waggling cocks.  We had so much fun when the squad traveled for games.  You’d be surprised how many are willing to give it up to a talented tongue.”

I felt my cheeks flush, “Well, um…”

“Oh!  I didn’t mean you, Professor, I meant the other cheerleaders.”

I buried one hand in her auburn waves and cradled her cheek with the other.

“I know, I’m just giving you a hard time.”

“Damn, I mean, I can’t wait to teach you about strap-ons.”

“What?”

****

About a week later, I did learn about strap-ons and dildos and even vibrators.  In fact, Danielle and I spent the remainder of the school year learning every inch of each other’s body.  I also learned about more devices and toys than I knew existed.  I knew from the moment I saw her that she was trouble.  I never dreamed that the trouble would come with multiple orgasms and entire nights filled with sex.  Until I gave in to her seduction, I had no idea that my body was even capable of multiple orgasms.  But now I can hardly live without them.  And I love the fact that I could give them to her as well.  She taught me more than I could have imagined.

It was a particular thrill to see her in the lunchroom, showing off her tits and teasing the boys’ denied cocks.  I loved watching her flirt and flounce in those little skirts and tight tops.  In its own way, I knew it was a show for me too.  And having all those guys drool over her really stoked her fire.  On those nights, she could hardly wait to come over and straddle my face.

She did drop my class so that there was no conflict of interest.  And after the year was over, she graduated and gave me a lovely sendoff night with a jaw-dropping cheerleader outfit and a mouth-watering double-ended dildo.  She kissed me goodbye the next morning, and we made no promises to each other.  I knew I was never going to hear from her again, and I was okay with that.  She was young, and I was new to all of this; making promises that we would only break was just not worth destroying the memories we shared.

Nowadays, I do chuckle privately when Mike ogles a student, but I have never told anyone about my affair with the auburn-haired seductress.  Likewise, I have not shared my bed with any other students since Danielle.

However, I have explored this side of me further and found that I enjoy the company of other women in my bed.  It is something I keep private and do not advertise.  But I have made a few appearances at the local lesbian bars.  I do not know if I would call myself a lesbian now, but if the right pair of tits bounces into my life, I know I can handle it.  And thanks to Danielle, I can give just as good as I get.  Maybe better!
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